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CHAPTER |.

Into the Maelstrom.

- They say that coming events cast
thelr shadows before, but certainly I
had no Intimation when I left my office
In the afternoon of April twelfth, of

the maselstrom of mystery and tragedy
into which I was about to plunge. |

war worrled and anxious, It s true,
but only as every young man is who
finds himself for the first time deeply
There was no portent of evil,

in love.
no foreshadowing of the terrible chain

of events that all but destroyed my

bellef in my fellow-man, and left its

mark so deep upon my memory that 1

do not believe time ever can wholly
efface (t.

Even now that it Is all ended, and
the shadow which hung so heavily
over the household of my sweetheart
has been dispelled and the hand whose
devllish ingenuity brought shame and
grief and wreck to so many innocent
lives i8 paying the penalty behind
prison bars—even now I shudder at
the sight of anything yellow. A serap
of yellow paper vividly recalls—and I
fear always will recall—the painful
events of the last few weeks.

I had been walting ever since my re-
turn from court for a telephone mes-
8age that had not come—the word
from Louise which I felt would decide
my fate. I had written to her the
night before; asking if I might go to
her In the afternoon to speak on a sub-
Ject of importance. T knew she would
understand the object of my letter,
though all that I had asked was that
she would telephone me earller than
four whether she would be at home

From my window I had watched the
great band on the Metropolitan tower
clock creep slowly to twelve. As the
chimes began to sing the hour of four
I felt that 1 could bear the suspense
no longer. Message or no message, I
would go to her at once, Before the
vibrant note of “On-n-n-n-e” had died
away 1 closed my desk with a bang.
As the fourth stroke reverberated I
stood with hat and overcoat on, my
hand on the knob of my office door,
hoping yet to hear my telephone ring.
Impatiently I walited a minute and
then dashed toward the elevator. The
telephone, 1 learned afterward, rang
almost the minute I was out of the
room and Louise's volce called fran-
tically for me, but I was not there to
hear,

It was only a short walk up Madison
avenue to the home of General Far
rish, the father of Louise. With the
doubt that possesses every lover on
such a mission as this, 1 walked it,
now laggardly, as misgivings filled my
heart, now guickening my pace as
hope routed my fears. As I turned
the corner into the street where the
Farrish home is gltuated my eteps
were leaden. What right had I to ask
Louise Farrish to be my wife? The
daughter of & man worth many mil-
lions, a girl of exquisite beauty and
of many accomplishments, one who
could choose a husband where ghe
willed—what right had I to hope that
she would ever consent to become the
wife of a struggling young lawyer
euch as 1?7 To be sure, my family was
of the best. With my earnings and
the modest little - fortune my father
had left me I would be ghle to provide
for her. But as yet, though my pros-
pects were bright, I afounted to noth-
ing In my profession.
years before 1 could hope to give my
wife the luxuries to which Loulse Far-

any man to conquer the world 1
hoped that she loved me. | recalled
the trifles which seemed to show, at
least, that she found pleasure in my"
society. I tried (o comfort myself, too,
by remembering that General Farrish
was a sell-made man, that wken be

attended the Farrish fam!ily, and whom
I had met at thelr home. I plunged
forward in anxlous dismay as [ saw
the machine halt before the Farrish
door and the doctor jump out and run
up the steps,

My first, my only thought, waa of
Loulse. What could have happened?
She must be lll—desperately i1, as the
doctor's haste suggested. Did not thia
explain her fallure to telephone? Could
it be that she was dead? What
thoughts flashed through my mind |
ocanpol aoalyze further. I dnly know
I reached the house but a step behind
the doctor. He had bardly passed
through the door when 1, too, flung
myself Intg, the hall and stood there
swaying, with not volce enough to ask
& question of the whitefaced, horror
stricken maid who had answered the
doctor’s ring. ‘

could answer him there were hurried
foot steps on the upper landing and
Louise peered down, the anxiety In
her face lessenlng at the welcome
sight of the doctor.
I gave a silly cry of joy and started
up the stairs. Doctor Wilcox was
ahead of me, three sleps at a time,
and, following Loulse's sllent direc
tion, had disappeared in a room on
the second floor, when 1, with out-
stretched arms, approached her. 1 did
not think to ask what had happened
or who was ill or what the matter
was. My only thought was one of joy
that she was alive and well. What
mattered if Louise was safe? And the
emotion that filled me was still more
intensified when she ran to me, and
throwlng hersell into my arms, cried
out:
“Oh, Harding, thank God, you've
come!"
It was almost the first time she had
called me by my name, certainly the
first that she ever had given herself
to my embrace, and I held her close-
ly, thrilled through at the thought
that it was to me she turned in time
of trouble. Then, all at once, I was
aroused by the openlng of the door
through which Doctor Wilcox had gone
and the appearance of a maid, who
ran along the hall.
“What Is it? What has happened?”
I asked. '
“Katharine," moaned Louise, “Kath-
arine—she hag killed herself!"
For a moment I was stunned, The
first thought that came to me was the
impossibility of it. What place bad
tragedy”in this happy, qufet home?
Familiar enough, though I was, with
deeds of violence, with self-murder as
It thrust itself forward in the courts
and in the lurid bhead-lines of the
newspapers, that such a thing counld
intrude on the peace of this well-or
dered household seemed beyond my
comprehension.
* 1 telephoned to you, but you were
not in your office,”” sobbed Loulse,
still clinging to me In the abandon-
ment of grief.
“When did you telephone?” I asked,
even under such circumstances rejole
ing to learn that she had telephoned.
“Just after she did it—I don't know
when it was—Iit seems ages ago. |
couldn’t—get you and—I thought—yon

Thank God, You've
Comel"”

would never come—then—then—I tele
phoned for the doctor and father.”

Just after she did it! I had been
trying to make mysell belleve it must
have been an accldent, though from
Louise’s manner I feared the worst
Yet Katharine Farrish was the last

“Oh,

Harding,
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evil, I would

mask of teserve she aslways wore,
was hidden some secret sorrow.
derstood, now, that far-away look In
her eyes. 1 félt there may have been
—there ‘must have been—concealed
the Enowledge of some mystery that
impelled her to this awful deed. Yet
little did I suspect whither my efforts
to find why Loulse’s sister bad shot
herself would lead me.

imagine In what s web of crimimal
cunning, of baffilng crime, of hidden

find myself,

As 1 strove to soothe Loulse's agl-
tation the doctor appeared at the door-
way and imperiously beckoned me.
tried to perguade Loulse to walt out-
side, but she clung to me
frightened child and insisted on ac
companying me Into the room.

“Here,” safd the doctor in the curt

like a

1 un-

Little did 1

I | shopping off until tomorrow.

“Where Is she?" I heard the doctor
ask as he flung his coat to the mald
and started up the stairs. Before she

jashen pale, his lips gquivered, great

i
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tones of authority, “l want you lo
help me carry her into a quleter place
before I operate.”
“This way,” sald Loulse, recovering
hersell as soon as she saw the oppor
tunity to be useful, “into my rooms.
They are off the street and much qul-
eter.”
I saw the look with which she tried
to read the dector's face and put the
question she dared not ask.
“Will she live?”
Doctor Wilcox
gravely,
“She 18 just alive and that Is all
I can not tell yet whether or not we
can save her. There must be abso-
lute quiet. I am golng to probe for
the bullet and see what course it has
taken. FPlease telephone at once for
these two men. They are my hospi-
tal aldes. As soon as they arrive I
will operate.”
As quickly ms we had lald the sense-
less girl on Louise's bed, | telephoned
for Doctor Wllcox's assistants, and
was fortunsate in belng able to reach
both immediately. Louise and the
maids meanwhile were kept busy by
the doctor preparing for the operation,
so it fell to my lot to break the news
to General Farrlsh when he arrived.
Louise had merely told him over the
telephone that Katharine had met
with an accident, so he entered the
house almost wholly unprepared for
the shock my news gave him.
I had before scen strong men in
grief, but never had I witnessed such
a wave of heartrending agony as
swept over the general. He came into
hle home erect, military, slightly per-
turbed, but still in manner and bear-
ing the wvigorous old eoldier, [ully
master of his emotions, M¥ words
that told him ame gently as was pos-
gible what had happened seemed to
sap all his vitality. His face became

shook his

tears coursed down his cheeks, his
shoulders bent under the weight of
his grief and he tottered as If about
to fall.

While he was fond and proud of
both his daughters, the elder had al-
ways been his favorite. As is often
the case with fathers who have no
son, Katharine had been both son and
daughter to him. Since her mother's
death some years &8g0 she had been
practically head of the household. It
was on her that he relled for every-
thing, and it was with her that he
discussed all his business affairs Such
assoclation between them naturally
bad strengthened the bonds Into far
more than the ordinary father-and-
daughter affection.

“My poor little girl—Katharine—my
little Katharine,” he moaned in tones
of agony that wrung my heart for
him, .

His first thought was to go to her,
but the doctor forbade his presence
in the room. I persuaded him to go
to his own apartments, leaving him in
the hands of his valet and promising
to keep him informed as to Katha-
rine's condition.

Deeply as 1 felt for him, It was of
Louise I thought most. I wanted o be
with her constantly, to give her the
succor of my presence, As soon as
Doctor Wilcox’s assistants arrived,
bringing with them & nurse, Louise
and T were both banished from the
room. Gently I drew her into a little
sitting-room, where, with the doo:r
ajar, we waited to see if our ald might
be needed Tearless sorrow npow
weighed beavily on her. :
“Tell me everything” I gaid, with
my arm about her. " “Why did she do
it .

head |

“I don't know,” she cried out. *
can't understand 1t at all! There h
some mystery, soms terrible myster
that I cannot fathom.” _

“When did you see your slster list?

“We had luncheon together. Hhe
wns sweet and kind, as she alwaye
was, but 1 could see that something
was worrying her. We were to have
gone shopping together this afternoon
but she told me that ghe had an er
rand that would make It Impossible
for her to go with me. | lhad re

would suit me much better to put the
Right
after luncheon ghe went out—whenre, 1
do not know. EShe did not use Lthe ear
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“Was It Mr. Crandall?” Asked Loulse.

or call n taxis All I know I8 that she
was gone about two hours. When she
came in 1 was arranging the flowers

in the dining-room. I heard her enter
and came out Into the hall She
walked right past me-without & word
and went up-stairsgo her own room I
ran up after her, thinking she might
be i1, but just as I got to the door |
heard her turn the key. | understood
that she wished to be alone. About
half an hour later I heard a sound itke
a shot and rushed up-stalrs, calling to
the servants. We found the door still
locked and we could hear her grmn
ing, I had the butler burst open the
door and there we found her, jus!
where she was when you saw her, stil]
ag death, with her own little revolver
clutched in her hand.”

“What do you suppose made her
change her mind about going shopping
with you?' I asked. “Dld ghe recelve
any letters or telegrams today 7"
Louise thought for a moment be
fore answering, her slender form stil]
shaken with silent sobbing. Gently I
brushed away the tears that gathered
in her eyes and drew her to me until
her head was pillowed on my ghoulder
I doubt that if In her distress she no
ticed my action, save in the sense of
comfort that it brought her. How ter
rible it is to see the woman that you
love suffer so much and to feel power
less to do anything to help her!

“No,” sald Louise, “I am positive
Katharine received no letter or tele
gram today except an invitation or
two that we read at breakfast We
wera together practically all the time
until after luncheon.”

“Perhaps some one telephoned
her," 1 suggested.

Louise did not recall any message
We summoned her sister’s maid, whe
was crouching outside the door like =
faithful animal, and put the gquestion
to her, She was in such & hysterical
state that it was difficult to make her
understand what we wanted, but final
ly she remembered that there had
been a telephone call just before

te

ceived your note, so I told her that it

!mﬂreys the arms of hi
Women™ are forever discovering new

| sion of
{ most terrifying: element in the situa-
tion 18 psychological—her sense of

BACMCHE 1S
- DISCOURAGIN

Until You Get
Aftor The Cause

Nothing more dis.
couraging than a con-
stant he.

Lama when you
awake. Pains pierce

e

you when you bead
or lift. It's hard to
work, or to rest.

Yon sleep rly
and next day is the
same old story.

That backache in-
dicates bad kidoeys
and calls for some
good kidney remedy,

None so well rec-
ommended as Doan's ., .
Kidney Pills. Bl o Siory”

Here's" A Minnesota Case—

Mra. Annda Bgessard, 71 Sycamore BL.,
Bt. Paul, Minn., says: "1 spuffered ter-
ribly from kidney trouble and doctors
cuui’dn‘t help me, 1 was helpleas wilh

aln in my back; couldn't turn In bed.
f ETew Kln and had leEribla dizx

gpelln. Doan's Kidney Plils clired me an

today I am in perfect henlth.*

Get Doan’s at Any Drug Store, 60c a Box

DOAN’S HIDNEY

PILLS

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.
:?M Gué&lfw w?-f:'m%-
TVOMEN AS NATURAL ENEMIES

Writer Advances Some Good Reasons
Why This Unfortunate Condition
Must tixist,

“The average woman now begins
that study of society which will merge
ultimately with the marriage cam-
paign. She makes many discoveries
which she admits frankly to herself.
Bhe comes to many conclusions,” says

ear, “which sink unnoticed iInto her
eubconscious mind. If marriage, for
lnstanee, is her natural career, then
men are her natural prey.

“But unfortunately there are never
enough men i her world to go round;
and of those from whom she may hope
to choose some are much more desir-
ablé than others. Naturally she pre-
fers the desirable ones—i. e, the
‘eligibles.’ But—and hera she runs
rgainst her first obstacle—every oth-
er single woman In her circle has
come to the same conclusion. From
the instant she realizes this she
must declare war on every other mem-
ber of her sex.

“Men must often wonder at that mi-
aute and merciless examination to
which, on a first mesting, every
woman submits every other wom-
an.  Men must often marvel at the
power of quick observation which
women always develop in these ecir-
cumstances. This is only the swift
Interrogation with which a  warrior
g opponent,

and complex weapons in the posses-
rivals. And, perhaps, the

bafflement, in that she cannot Judge of
women for meén any more than they
can judge of men for her, Hvery oth-
er woman becomes her enemy. To
succeed in her world she must play a
lone hand and a cut-throat game.”

The Reason.
“Poor Hamlet had a dog's life.”
“Well, wasn’t he a Great Dane?”

—

often adulterated with regrets.

iIT'S THE FOOD,
The True Way (s Correct Nervous
Troubles.

twelve.

“Who wanted her?’ asked Louise
and I together.

'The girl shook her head as If be
wildered.

“Think, think,2 I commanded. “What
was the name? Who was IL? If you
answered the telephone, whoever i1
was must have given his name.”
Stupidly she shook her head again.
*“Was it Mr. Crandall?" asked Lou-
ise. '

Light came into Hilda's face at once
“Now 1 remember,” she exclaimed
“Dot was him. It was Mr. Crandall”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Ham, it has always seemed (o us,
varied more tham any olher ‘article
over which blessings are mumbled In
egree to palatableness, fragrance and
fovitation. The wariation is due to
tbe manner of approach. If a per-
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That Wooing Ham
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the innc. fountain of Eden, the pilia:
of fire by night, the sweet Influences
of the Pleiades and the deliverance
froxr envy, hatred and malice and
uncharitableness For the next
miles you can't say a word to
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Nervous troubles are more often
caused by Improper food and indiges-
tion than most people imagine. Even
doctors sometimes overlook this fact.
A man says:

“Until two years ago waffles and
butter with meat and gravy were the

ing than any other time. I would have
a full, sick feeling in my stomach,
with pains in my heart, sides and
head,

“At times I -would have no appetite,
for days, then I would feel
never satisfied when I

-

Inez Haynes Gillmore in Harper's Ba-

Inspiration that comes in bottles s

main features of my breakfast. Finally

dyspepsia came on and I found myself -
in a bad condition, worse in the morn--




